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distress of rain, of the mediocrity that overwhelms every-
thing on a rainy day in the north. And certainly Mdlaga,
which enjoys the finest climate in Europe, with but
thirty-nine days in the whole year on which a drop of
rain falls, is destined, as it were, by nature for a city of
pleasure where just to live is enough, that you may be
glad of the hot sun and the cold sea, and know the relief
of evening after the languor of the day. And so, while
you will find but little art in Mdlaga, almost no archi-
tecture or painting, and but little sculpture after all; for,
in spite of the interest of those carved wooden statues of
saints by Pedro de Mena in the cathedral, they are
rather realistic than beautiful, and while they remain
perhaps the most significant expression of the Spaniard
in sculpture, they are so much less than we had expected,
so much less satisfying than the simple sincere work
of the Tuscans, Luca della Robbia, for instance, or Mino
da Fiesole, that we soon grow weary of their vain effort
to express life divorced from beauty; it is yet as the
home, as it were, of a very characteristic and living art
that Mdlaga will remain in the memory of those who
are fortunate enough to have discovered it
Those strange songs, half chant, half love-song, lyrical
so sullenly, so sadly almost, and with a new sort of
rhythm that is in reality but the oldest music of all, greet
you everywhere in Southern Spain, and strangely enough,
as we may think of anything so difficult for the modern
ear, are more popular than the national songs, are indeed
fast taking their place with the people, even in so con-
servative a country as La Mancha. Malaguenas they
call them, songs of Mdlaga, and indeed in Mdlaga you
hear almost nothing else. Sung to the guitar, the strings
have often a more important place in them than the
voice itself; for after a long introduction in which you
learn, perhaps for the first time, the extraordinary beauty